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all new this issue: 
VAUGHN BODE's “THE YELLOW HAT” 


plus: special portfolio preview 
ROBERT GOULD @ JEFFREY JONES @ ALAN LEE ce 
« 


BARRY WINDSOR-SMITH f _ 


WELL. EVEN BEFORE THE LIMITED WUCLEAR EXCHANGE THAT PLLNGED 
THE EARTH INTO CHAOS, HELL HAC ALREACY COME TO THE O/L-RICH 
MICCLE- EAST (N THE FORM OF AN ALMOST UNENCING WAR FOR CONTROL. 


THE MISSILES THAT FELL MERELY MACE IT MORE L/TERAL. FIRE. RADIATION, 
DESTRUCTION. CEATH. HELL. 


JUAN FALCON, DONALO MZIMBA, ANO PETER KUBESKY EXPECTEC /T TO 
BE BAC. THEY EACH HAO DESERTED THE VARIOUS PRE-HOLOCAUST 
ARMIES THEY SERVEO JUST PRIOR TO BEING FORCED INTO THE CEASE- 
LESS M/DOLE-EASTERN COMBAT. THEY MET SK/RTING THE AREA, 
STRUGGLING WORTH, WHEN THE MISSILES WERE UNLEASHED. THEY 
BEHELD HELL COME 70 EARTH AND CESPERATELY FLED IT. 


BUT EXPECTING 1S HAROLY THE SAME AS SEEING. ANC WHAT THEY HAVE 
SEEN SINCE RESUMING THEIR FLIGHT OF EXPLORATION FOR THE TWO 
SURVIVING COMMUNITIES OF NORTHOLO AND SEAHAVEN CHILLS ANO 
QEPRESSES THEM . THEY NEEO A LAND WHERE EARTH'S FIRST MEW 
GENERATION CAN GROW AND THRIVE /N PEACE. INSTEAD, THEY HAVE 
COME TO A PLACE WITHOUT HOPE. 


HELL! 
I HATE ALL THIS/ IT'S 
LIKE BEING BURIED! 
LIKE WHEN I WAS 


CANCER, MY FRIEND, 
IAM WORKING ON IT. AT 
LEAST WE ARE BEYOWO 
THE RADIOACTIVE ZONES. 
AWFUL AS THIS MAY BE... 
IT (IS OM/LY SAND! 
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ONLY OMZY Ff TELL hh 


THAT TO THE ENGINES, Eh —~ 
Sy) KUBE. THEY'VE EATEN -.. THEY'RE STARTING 
e4 SO MUCH OF IT... me TO CHOKES 


aati 


CORRECTION, 
DANCER. THEY 
UST D/DS FUEL 
rs Wes TRAST e ; LINES MUST'VE 
meee 3 Un, exter 
% Us 
BUT NO SWEAT; AMIGOS. FLOPPEP TO 
WE'RE OVER WHAT USEC ~ 
| TO BE THE RED SEA.OCEAN CMEIYE 
4 Bottom sHoure BE PRETTY 
M 


NOT EXACTLY, KUBE. BUT 
I'M REAL FAMILIAR. 


SURVIVED, 


YOU CAN'T ASK JOHNNY. T 
~ CARRIED THEM 


FOR A BETTER 
LANDING THAN ALL THE WAY 
Ti FROM NORTHOLP. 


I FEAR WE ARE FAR 
FROM THE NEAREST 
GREENHOUSE, PANCER, 
MY ERIENO.OR ANY- 


ae 


-.. A LONG WALK 


ce E 
PROBABLY WASN'T A TOW TRUCK, 
}| ACROSS A DEAOC SEA. 


te REPRE eS THE: GEASe 
F/T, AS Or LO MZiMBA 
i KUBE. MORE LIKELY A MIRAGE. 
INFORMS THE OTHERS WHILE BUT WE CAN'T AFFORD WOF TO 
CHECK ITOUT. EVEN IF IT MEANS... 


COMPLETING THEM . 


MOST OF OUR FUEL 
LOST. ../ EARLIER T 


THOUGHT I DETECTED 
ENT ON THE 


= ’ Fae 
1 ee 
; 


ee 
ia 


MOVEM 
HORIZON. .. PERHAPS... 


y' KNOW, DANCER, I SAI? 

AV ELIC AS AID AG KUBE Saw A miRacE.) PY ONE MORE RIDGE, 
I SAID THAT, BUT I DION'T T BELIEVED THAT I) JOHNNY. WE HAVE TO 
REALLY WANT TO BELIEVE FIVE MILES BACK. TRY AT LEAST ONE 
THAT. BUT YOU KNOW WHAT MORE RIDGE . 


I'M BEGINNING TO 
BELIEVE...7 


AW, MAN. I JUST SAT DOWN 
HE'S TOO EXCITED, PANCER 


NO! LOOKS YOU'VE 
GOT TO COME UP HERE! 
| SUN'S GOT HIM. IT'S THAT WA 
WITH EASTERN ZONERS. THEY'RE 
COOL, HOLC IN EMOTIONS. BUT 
ONCE A LITTLE CRACK STARTS... 
THEY FLY APART. 


Ya 


OKAY, T'LL 
CLIMB UP THERE. 
HUMOR HIM.CALM 
HIM DOWN. KILL 

HIM MAYBE. 


SO, JOHNNY, 
MY FRIEND, WE'VE 
FOUND OUR FUEL, 

YESS 


MORE THAN THAT; KUBE. 
I THINK WE'VE FOUND 
WHAT MY UNCLE BACK 
IN NORTHOLD WAS 

WORRYIN 'AGOUT. 


THIS LOOKS LIKE A 
J BUNCH BENT ON GRINGIN’ 
BACK THE OLD DAYS WITH 
A VENGEANCE, JUST 
LOOK AT THOSE DEFENSES! 


EVERYTHING'S M/WEO!S 
EVEN GOT A ZONE BETWEEWV 
THE OUTER AN’ INNER GAZES’ 
My FATHER KNEW ABOUT 
THAT KINOA SYSTEM . HE SAID-- 


yl 


THERE ARE PRISONER: 


+. BUT WE'RE 
|) GONNA PLAY HELL 
GETTIN’ IT! 


DANCER, YOU'RE 
NOT LOOKIN ‘AT THE 
PROBLEM FROM THE 

PROPER ANGLE. 


SEE? BET ONE'A THOSE IS 
WHAT KUBE SAW EARLIER. 
THIS BUNCH MUST USE THEIR 
SLAVE LABOR TO SUCK THESE 


BLEACHED TANKERS ORY. 

THEN MOVE ON. PROBABLY A 

LOT OF TRAFFIC BETWEEWV 
OPERATIONS... 


AH! I AM AHEAG OF 
YOU, JOHNNY. [ SEE WHAT 


OUR PLAN MUST BE. 


GOOD! LET'S MOVE 
IT WHILE THE 
TRUCK 1S STILLON 
TAS SIDE OF THE 
OGE... OUTOF 


SIGHT FROM THE 
BAS 


HURRY, 
DANCER. 


~ YOU WOULON'T 

HURRY IF YOU/ 

HAD MY PART IN 
THE PLAN. 


MOVEMENT, LIEUTENANT, 
TO OUR SIDE. 


aay 

- ARM? NO. ‘yr 

polen ae pralies dance up Gor More H 
MAINTENANCE... Ea ara 


AH, YES.A STRAGGLER. 
SO/ TO BEGIN... 


THE COMMANDER 
SAYS WE'VE LOST OUR 
1 KILLING EOGE 
SONNUVA SINCE SECURING THIS 
BITCH! AREA. PRACTICE A 
BIT BEFORE FINISHING 
THE JOB. 


SLAVES. 


ARM ANDALL, HE'S AGILE,SIR. YOU'RE LAZY, GUNNER. BUT PERHAPS 
WE'RE WASTING MUCH AMMO, WE SHOL/LO END IT... BEFORE I 
GROW 6OREP. 


THEN WE'RE GOWE, KUBE! 
LEAVE OUR NEW FRIENDS TO 
ENJOY THE SUN, THE SCENERY. 

ANO THE PUST/ 


=- IS DISCOVERING 
HOW DIFFICULT ITIS 
TO MASTER THE ART OF 


BREATHING MACE! NICE DECOY 


WORK, PANCER. 


UH HUH. RANKS RIGHT UP 
THERE WITH SOME OF THE 
BETTER FIREFIGHTS 
DURING OUR MILITARY DAYS. 
(F WE USE THIS PLAW AGAIN. 


HEAR THAT, YOU THREES MY. 


i] BUOCY WANTS A CHANGE. 


GUESS WHO'S GOIN’ TO HELP. 


THE OFFICER Ss 
UNIFORM 
oP Fy WITH 
Faia tia 


AW, DANCER... /A LITTLE 
| FIGHTIN’ AND HELL-RAISIN’S 
ONE THING...BUT DION'T 
WE OESERT A COUPLE OF 
ARMIES TO AVO/O BECOMIN’ 
S| LIKE THIS BUNCH? 


THEY WOULDN'T HAVE 
LET US OFF THIS LIGHTLY, 
JOHNNY. LONG ASTM 3 

| MANNING THE TURRET, FORGET_YOU'RE ONE OF 
MAYBE. THE GOOD GUYS. 


IF THEY EVER SET THEIR HOPEFULLY, IT 
SIGHTS ON SEAHAVENOR WON'T BE US 
NORTHOL WHO GETS THEM 
INTERESTED. 


CHECKPOINT. WE'RE DEAC- 
TIVAT/NG THE MINE ZONE 
FOR YOUR PASSAGE. 


THE MINES ARE CONTROLLED 
FROM E/7HER GUARD POST, 
JUAN. THAT COULO COMPLICATE Pal 
A HASTY ero Rane MY Rute 


J .--2 KUBE. ..= 
WHO THE HELL IS 


SOMETHIN’ ELSE HAS 
ME UNEASY, BUT--— 


WHEN WAS THE LAST TIME THAT 
WEAPON WAS FIELO-STRIPPEDZT 
SEE SANO ON THE BARREL. 


OBVIOUSLY. 
THREE WEEKS ON 
SLAVE BURIAL 

DETAIL- 


YES, MY FRIEND. 
IT BELIEVE we 
ARE. 


IT APPEARS. 
WE WORRIED 


SOMETHING ABOU 
THAT COMMANDER GAVE 
MECH/LES, KUBE. AND 

] THIS PLACE’S ENTIRE 
QEFENSE SYSTEM...! 


KUBE S LOGIC PREVAILS. BUT 
pes ee Y FOLLOWS. \QlOTS! THE COMMANDER WILL SEE 
YOU SHOT FOR THIS! HE WILL-— 


I" 


THE COMMAND- 
ER WAS ONA 
TEAR, GUARD. 
YOU CARE TO 
BE CAUGHT 
LEAVING US 
IN THE MIWE 
ZONE TO 
COPPLE 
NOMAOS = 


Jf 


Aicerrd dl BANA 


I WANT THAT TRIO 
iF THEGUARO YOU'VE DESCRIBED. WITH 
¢S SHOT, YOU AT LEAST OWE ALIVE, 
PREFERABLY. BUT EVEN 


WILL STAND 
BESICE HIM, DEAD, I W/LE HAVE 
LIEUTENANT! THEM. ..OR ELSE YOU, 


HEY! SLOW IT DOWN, 
JOHNNY! NOTHING'S 
AFTER US YET AND 
NEITHER THE TRUCK 
NOR THE TERRAIN... 


CAN'T HEAR UP 
HERE, PANCER/TOO 
BUSY PUSHIN'THIS 
BUGGY FOR ALL IT'S 
WORTH / WATCH 

YOUR HEAD! 


DON'T KNOW HOW LOWG 

IT'LL TAKE ‘Em, BUT T DOUBT 

THEY'LL JUST SHRUG AN’ 
LET THIS PASS... 


L_WANT EVERYTHING ). 
WE'VE GOT INTO THE 
FIELO. AND I WANT 

(iT wow! 


COMMANDCER, fiw ¢.. AND WON MY PERSONAL 
Yi INTEREST. 


» f/ 
f DANCER, HOW'S 
IT COMIN’ WITH 
THREE MEN WHO MUST THAT FUELS S 
HAVE COME FROM SOME- 
WHERE, WHO HAVE VIEWED 
OUR OPERATION, TESTED 

ITS STRENGTH. .- 


YOU WEREN'T GOING 
TO SAY TANKS, WERE 
YOU, JUAN 


ATreNTiou” aa 
SURRENOER 
ATONCE OR 


WE OPEN FIRE! 
PO YOU HEAR? 


COULP YOU REPEAT THAT oe, YOU DION'T..- 

SOME MORE? THERE'S A n WHAT? THEY'RE 

COUPLE OF POINTS WE DION'T -1LS—- STALLINGS 
QUITE GET’ 2 | FIRE! FIRE! 


it 


INSIJE, DANCER! } 
£. LIEVE WE'VE 

iJ ENOUGH FUEL TO 
Gurseayer our ell “SUPA ie 


Ya HOPE WE TOOK ON 


KUBE, YOU CAN TELL 
CANCER THE AWSWER IS... 


QUARRY IS 
AIRBORNE, 


rie | = _ COMMANOER? 


SO ARE My HAWKS. 
FLIGHT CHIEF ONE, T 
WANT A REPORT. 


TARGET IN S/GH7, 
SIR. I POUBT THEY'VE 
EVEN HAD TIME TO 
CHECK THEIR SCOPES. 
“| NOT THAT AWARENESS. . . 


fs 


S7TANO ON IT, 
JOHNNY/ WE'REA [| 
LONG wy FROM Fe 


ee 


WILL SAVE THEM. THEY'LL avs ¥ , = THOUGHT you'D WANT A 


| FINO WE'RE MORE DIFFICULT afr, : GENTLE TRIP AFTER THE TRUCK 
| TO DEAL WITH THAN A FUEL. é iS 5) RIDE, DANCER. RELAX.U'LL TELL 
TRANSPORT OR GROUND UNITS. ff as YOU WHEN TO WORRY. 


UH... PANCER? 
YOU CAN WORRY. 


ZAGHHS JOHNNY! THEY'RE FASTER 
My STOMACHS ANO BETTER 

AT ARE YOU ARMEC THAN 
WE ARE, KUBE/ 
ONLY ONE THING 


... I'M GONNA a Wey 
BE TOO Busy a K : Sines 
TO HANOLE IT = ‘ --- “MPROVISE!S 


UNLESS HE HOPEP TO 
BLIND OR LOSE US IN THE 
DUST HE RAISES! 


(T'S TOO LATE FOR 
STAY WITH ME, THAT, KUBE! 
WINGMAN!/T PROMISE 
yOu ANO THE 
COMMANDER. .. 


OOL 
wo cO 
EITHER! 


WE'RE GONNA GO, IT'S 
GONNA BE IN A WAY THAT‘ 
DO THE MOST PAMAGE TO 


THESE VULTURES. 


I WONDER HOW MANY 
MORE OF THOSE BASES 
THERE ARE, JOHNNYZOR 
HOW ZOWG OUR NEW 
FOUND BUDDY WITH THE 
SPIFFY HELMET WILL 
TAKE LEARNING WHERE 

WE CAME FROM? 


q Ry \\ 
} ost 
Vy, MN aan Es Sete 
Y _NORTHOLD'S BEYOND EVEN 
THEIR RANGE, CANCER. BUT 
SEAHAVEN... £ AT LEAST 
THEY'VE KEPT THEIR LOCATION 


CAMN IT! WE SHOULDN'T 
HAVE COME OWT HERE/T LET 
THOSE RUMORS ABOUT MY 
FATHER BEIN' AROUND PRAW 
ME. NOW SEAHAVEN'S IN 

JEOPARDY! NOW-~- 


HEY / WE 
DIDN'T SCREW UP 


JUAN! LOOK! THE 


PRISONERS ARE ¢ 
FREE, .. SOME OF 


“2| 'EM ARE BOLIND 
|] TO GETAWAY! , 


J 


GENERATION ZERO CO 


5 | AM OF THE PEOPLE OF THE 
SED, PND RAVE BEEN 
MAROONED WERE ON THIS 
ISLAND, LOCKED IN THIS 
LONELY TOWER BY MY 
CRUEL MASTERS, FOK 
MANY LONG MONTHS, 


J Nou THE MANY TONGuEs 
OF THE WATERS, AND THE 
SEA BREEZES SPEAK TO 
ME, CARRYING To MY 
MINDS EYE THE IMAGE OF, 
FAR. BWPY, A ALP, 


TEMPEST, BLUFFETED BY THE 
WATERS AND THE WINDS, IT 
, BERRS AN ENEMY OF THE 
SED LORDS. 
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ON THE DECK OF THAT 
UBSSEL , SHOUTING /\ 
IS DEFIANCE TO | 
WE WINDS, 1S H 
TARGAN, APRINE | | 
OF THE LAND. | phe ae 
O 

FORETOLD THAT 
WE WOULD NEVER 
BE UNITED 


HE JS > NOBLE If) 
WARRIOR AND WAS — | | | 
mY LOVE, UNTIL IT |) 
PLEASED MY (asters | | | 
JO SUNDER US. J i ( 


IT IS FOR TARGAN'S 

TEMERITY , IN REFUSING 

TO ACCEPT THE WILL OF 
ve ae LORDS o@ ae 


LES DECREE, TI 
ic Suse IS ASSBULTED 
Now,., 


YET FOR MY SAKE 
TARGAN GRAPFLES 
WSTH ST, AND DOES 
NOT FEAR. 


NEVER TO 

RISE AGAIN, 
MY LOVE? 
NEVER TO 
BREATHE THE 
SWEET PIR? 
NEVER TO FREE 
ME FROM MY 
EXILE... 

THE LAND 
NEVER WEDDED 
TO THE SED... 


NEVER? 


AND THE BEAST 
SURFACES ALONE. 


AND L EMPTY 
MY COP TO THE 
MEMORY OF MY 
LOVE, 


AND 1 TRINA 
OF WHAT MIGHT 
ANE BEEN, 


AND J WEEP. 
T-TARGAN...O MY PRINCE, 
MY LOVE... 
7 
i 
————— af MOKGHINEE... 
UNTIL I WEAR A FOOTFALL. Z MY HEART, WAY VO 
ON THE ROCK OUTSIDE... os You WEEP? . 


SORELY YOU ARE 
GLAD To SEE ME! 


S, ONY PRINCE, GUT 
Very Corry Tet IN 
(NM DESPASR 


[Prologue] 


28 EPIC 


Loe 
Carroll 


“‘... the jaws that bite, ‘ 
the claws that catch” 


rad i 


Beware the Jubjub " 4 : 
bird, and shun the frumious fy, He took his 
Bandersnatch /” ‘ x vorpal sword 
r in hand... 


{ long time the |) 
eee fc 


FREELY by BO BAMrION 
ADAPTED GARRET LAVIN 


So rested h 
Tumtum t 


ame whiffling 
through the 
tulgey wood... 


The vorpal | 
swe went 
-snack! ie 


| uae Wert 
alu 
Sibacke 


“And hast thou 
slain the 
Jabberwocl 


O FRABJOUS DAY! 
KA-LOO, KA-LAY! 


id the 
mome raths 
outgrabe 


ial 
Me 


re 


Easily the most popular and successful of Vaughn Bodé’s many characters was the irrepressible 
Cheech Wizard, a free-spirited, cynical philosopher who, over the years, has brought joy to 
millions and inspired a host of imitations. However, few people realize that at one time, Cheech 
Wizard was being considered for a daily newspaper comic strip. Back in the early 1970s, Bodé and 
the Post-Hall Syndicate discussed the possibility of developing a strip around the character, 
entitled Tales of the Yellow Hat. However, after doing a great deal of preliminary work on the project, 
Bodé voluntarily abandoned it, realizing that in toning down the strip enough to make it acceptable 
to public tastes, he would have had to sacrifice the very elements of sexual and social satire that 
made Cheech Wizard what he was. In his son’s words, the project simply became too laid back 
to be worth continuing. However, going through his father’s inventory of artwork, Mark Bodé 
found the completed penciled and written sample strips. Unwilling to let something into which 
so much work had gone lie forgotten Mark put the drawings on a lightbox, and lettered, inked and 
colored them. The pages that follow are those finished strips — Cheech Wizard as Middle 
America would have seen him 
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SOON AS THE YELLOW HAT 
GET BACKFROM UNION PENNY <5 


AFTERNOON ONCRUETS 


POPPY, WHETHER THE YELIOW 
HAT ISGONEORNOT YOUGCT 
TOHELP DOCHORES Now Pur 
DISAWAY AN NO WISEMOUTHIN!. 


“THAT DOES IT, | NO GONNA’ 
WAIT FORTHE YELLOW HAT To 


GET RACK, |GOING TO TAKE. 


\FF,POOT 


Low 


Y HE. ONLY BEE! 
GONE.4 Day 
wa 

me oN 
SF, 


— 


POoT FORGET 
WHAT YELLOW 
HAT LOOK Like. 


Poot NoT 
TOOSHARP 


SO;THE FABULOUS YELLOW HAT TRIUMPHED 
ONCE AGAIN OVERTHE FORCES OF EVILAND _ 
ADVERSITYAND WON A MILLION DOLLARS TREND.” ; 


1 SPENT A WEEK IN UNION PENNY NOT ONE LOUSY SALE... 
ALLIMADE WASA NicKEL. 


TRYING TOSELLORIGINAL MAGICTRICKS, 
TRICKS THAT WOULD TURN ANY WIZARD FOR CARRYIN‘A “EATAT 
OR WARLOCK GREEN WITH ENVY AN ELF5 DINER” SIGN)... 
HOPELESS ADMIRATION... 


11S ACREATIVE GENIUS, 
AONCEIN A MELLINIUM, q i! 
HAT, BUT ICAN’T SELL A TALKING HAT_DAT 
EVEN ONE OF MYTRKKS.} [4 DOES MAGICAL TRY 


a i is Be 


My ; 
{DON ‘TGOTNo \ / 
HANDSTOPUT 5 
UPIMAHAT... fo 
is , 


\ 


Be (HURRAH THE yELOW 
ea HAT IS ieee 
AA ee 


SHH. POPPY, YOUANTHE THE SLIGHTEST SOUND 
PEEPER BROS.GCT TOBE WILL MAKE THE CAKE. 
SPECIALLY QUIET...11S FALL... (LLOUSCHECK, 
BAKING A SURPRISE CAKE 

FOR THE YELLOW HAT... 


ZOOKS, ITSGREAT To Y 


HAVE. YoU HOME. ,/ELLOW 
HAT. DID You SeLL MucH 


IWASSWAMPED WITHORDERS 
FROM ADORING PATRONS DATOAST] 
OF UNION PENNY.| MALE GS 


GOLLY. SUG,ME ANTHE 
PEEPER BROS, WS Sus 
SITTING HERE ANDTHE. 
TABLE FELLOVER.. 


“AND WAS GONNA’BECROWNED 
SHUTUP, PUNK,SAVETHE ] | KINGOF DAWORLD, BUT TURNED 
ADULATION TILL ISDONE! | | IT COWNANDGAVE THEMONEY 

Away So HE COULD SWDY AND 

MEDITATE IN THE MOUNTAINS... 


WHEN'S THELAST TiME YOU BUT, WiTHARMS You CAN DABOY ISTRYINGTO 
SAWA HAT WITH ARNG, KID. DOSTUFF, PICK THINGS UP BAITME INTO REVEALING 
CATCH BUTTERFLIES AN LIKE. 


HATAND VERY FAMOUS, 


(KEEP pacdoaleieer Toa o 
HAT TODO SOME MAGIC AND MAKE. 

: f J | HATE TO BOER HIM 
MYGARDENGROW US GIANT FOOD, WHEN HE DEEPINSTICAL. 


BUT HES ALWAYS SOBLSY... 


praia tatiead ‘mMBuUSY [ BUF.ITS CT NET ‘ 
IT'S ME, POPPY, Boppy. | VERY SNIFF" “ha KNOWS 
eae ee IMPORTANT: vs ICANT WRITE. 


POPPY, WHAT ARE YoU 
ANDTHE PEEPERBROS., 
DOINGUP THERE PWAATS 
DAT YOUGCT, HUH?! 


BEFORE | READS OUR BEDTIME STORY | 
HASRECEIVEDA COMPLAINT DATA 
COUPLE.OF YOD SCREWRALIS 
DROPPING 

BAN OONG 


| WATETO BRINGTHISUPYELLOW) 
HAT BUT YODKNOW, SIGNED 
ON TOBE YOUR APPRENTICE. 


| WANT WHOMEVER, 
ISDOING ITTOSTOP 
CRYOULLGET SPANKED. 


A MANIC: DEPRESSIVE CATFISH 
KYDQ, HOW YOU EXPECT TOCARH A iN OMMITING SUICIDE DOESNT Coun! 
FISH? YOU Don'T HAVE A HOOKOR BAIT - 

ON THAT STUPID FisH LINE... 


POPPY, YER NOT SUPPOSE TO 


COME. IN MY STUDYLAB, BEAT, 
CRILLCASTASPELLON YOu- 


OKAY/OUR BEDTIMESTORY TODAY 1S"How) NF YOUALWAYS MAKE SO 
THE FABULOUS YELLOW HAT TAX EXEMPTED f MUCH MONEY, Pemrosult! 
>) HOWCOME WESIX YEARS 6S 


50 MILLION DOLLARS IN THEFIRSTQUARTER 


MUSHROOM MILL ONCRICKETSPOND 


c= 


Sa een 
zs a Lae, 


STORY: FH. Round O-Pean Be/fe> 
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CREATED € Lx, 
SO Morn 
rl. Pe 
SoA oy on 
DENNY O'NE/ 
COLORS BY MARIE Neon 
tETTERS BY TIM NOVAK 


FROM THE LANP OF THE RISING SUN, THEY CAME: SAVAGE RENEGADE PRIESTS ANP THE LAST OF 
THE DRAGONS, WHOSE PEACEFUL NATURES HAVE BEEN SUBVERTEP TO THEIR. MASTERS’ LUST FOR 
POWER. NOW THEY STALK 7HE NORTH AMERICAN WILDERNESS, READY TO BEGIN THEIR CONQUEST. 


Pe 


INO THE WOMEN TEND. 
Bookie, CONFDENT, 
E DUSK WILL 


= gee 
Orc 5 i ia! 
SEXURNING 2 NO, RUNING MO OE 
HISSING ARE NOT THE SOUNDS OF THE 
MENFOLK... 


Rae 20OR 
TERROR; 
ENT ¢. 


©1983 Carl Potts 


THERE ARE 
ONLY WOMEN 
AND CHILOREN, P 

j NO MATTER 

B KILL THEM. 


SWIFTLY, METHODICALLY, RUTHLESSLY, 
THE JAPANESE BLOODY THEIR WEAPONS -- 


THAT WILL WIN THE 
SO THINK THE PRIE: 
. ¥ 4 a e.5/ 7 

MEANWHILE, A YOUNG P| ALTHOUGH HE HAS WoT I 

WINTA FOLLOWS THE TRAIL MBN SLEPT SINCE ARRIVING IN [A 

THIS PLACE, THIS CAL/- Bl 
FORNIA, HIS TRAINING HAST) 

TED HIM. He 
RISE 
SKY. 


(2) DEA 
OF H/S BELOVED PULSES 
WITHIN HIM. : 


Cay 


A MOMENT LATER, THE 
SHARP CRACK OF A, 
FIREARM CONFIRMS H/ 
SUSPICIONS’... jams 


if 


\—! 
esl ye WAS BEEN SEEN 
Oh | COPPER- SKINNED NATIVES AND 
ee 7) THEY ARE NOT FRIENOL 


7 FEAR. 


BH AALSE TRAIL 


” e poe --ANP THE DEMON MASK. HE DOES NOT WISH 
Be] SWAPPED TWIGS =“ INSTILL SURPRISE AND, t AIS PURSU- 
By 70 cReAre A ; B | ea re Bae oS ON | ALE BE EL nA 


AND THAT; FIR: 
WOME OLE” 


STRIKING DEVIL 


© 
f 
w 
g 
ia 
§ 
Ei 
g 
al 


‘WHE 


WOULD BE IN THE OLD, TAKASH/ /S 


TECHNIQUES, ANP INFIN(; 


at 


OF 


(= 


7% 
VES AND A SU 


MNT RUS’ 
A 


(4 
i2Ow- 
ABLE ARE NINTA 
(EW WORLD AS THEY 


aM 


--ONE WHO vansHes 
ALMOST (MMEDIATELY in fg 
A CLOUP OF SMOKE. 


- ) THE FooTrRints [5 
Heap IN Two Direc- i 
g TIONG AT ONCE, 
= 
HOWEVER, = “ 
TAKASHI'S 
SPOOR 1S. 


CONFUSING... 


REACHING A FAVORABLE POSITION, HE 


d| PRODUCES HIS! Kt/S1-GAMA, BREATHES. 
AE crn leah | 2eeccy and bakit Ge Goby 7 Cea 
GLP A SMILE. IC | 74 ACTIONS (7 KNOWS’ WELL. 


MPLOYING B 
(WHICH 
HS: 
OPPONENTS. 


IN THE PAST, HE HAS WONDERED. 5 
WHETHER HIS' TRAINING /5\ AS. GOOD 
AE HIS MASTERS CLAIMED, IT fs 


\ 


~\ 


IT HAS STRUCK DOWN | 
MY MATES. BUT I 
HAVE MY BOW-- i? 


Wiz 


po we cHase | 
SOME OF ee Y 
BIR iy 


Yeg. w (HE Is HUMAN. 
yy WITH 
A ING... AND THE JACKALS 
WHO CONTROL THEM. 


THEY Have ~ 
i. SLAIN MANY oF 
b OUR TRIBE. 


WHAT Wi 


(=$ 
WILL FIND 
THERE, 


ARY FIGURE STANDS. re 
WE AMI THE CHRNAEE To THINK Z TRAVELLED WITH 
BU: SAMURAI, POET we 


I SWEAR IT 
BY MY SWoRD-~ 
ANS MY HONOR / 


YES. THE WORST OF 
THE ONE WHO 


THEM... TH : 
A MURDERED MY WOMA di 


THINK OF YOUR ANCESTORS, 
You WIC BE SGINING THEM 


You ARE THE NINJA 
I FOUGHT ? WE HAVE 
MUCH TO DISCUSS... 


WE HAVE [ 
NOTHING To 
Discuss. 


MY COMPANIONS 
NTER- 


IN THE MIDST OF COLOSSAL AERIAL 
BUILDINGS A RAIN FALLS. IN THIS CITY 
YOU CAN CATCH IT IN YOUR HANDS. 
RAIN AS WARM AS TEARS. SILENCE 
REIGNS IN ITS WINDOWS. SPELLBOUND } 
APPARITIONS. 


HE SMILED QUIETLY 


PERHAPS YOU'VE SEEN THIS CITY. AND 
NEVER SAY A WORD. IT’S THE CITY IN 
THE MIRROR. WHERE YOU SAW RE- 
FLECTION THERE WAS DUPLICITY. | 
AND YES, YOU WERE RIGHT, IT IS COLD 
WHERE YOU CAN'T SEE. 


HE CLOSED HIS EYES AND MOVED HIS | 
LIPS. 
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GHOSTS AND WHITE HORSES DANCI 
IN SLOW CIRCLES THROUGH TH! 
ABANDONED SQUARES, HYPNOTIZING 
THE NIGHT. A WIND, MADE BY A THOU- 
SAND UNSEEN CREATURES FLYING, 
RUFFLES YOUR HAIR LIKE AN ANGRY 
HAND. 


HE COULD SEE HIS BREATH IN THE AIR. 


THE COOLNESS OF STONE. DEAD AND 
GOLD PILLARS LISTEN. LAUGHTER 
ECHOING IN THE HAUNTED FILIGREE. 
DIAPHANOUS STAIRWAYS LEADING 
NOWHERE. CURTAINS OF SLOW MO- 
TION LACE AND NIGHTMARES WAVE 
TO YOU FROM THE WINDOWS. 


“THIS IS WHERE SHE IS NOW" HE 
LAUGHED. 


EPIC 75 


"a 


PV ine mr tageay 


Bee, 


TK STW 


THAT BOY BACK THERE, 
HE KNEW YOU, DION’T HE? 
I COULD TELL. 

WHO ARE YOU? 


WILL YOU... 
KILL ME IF I 
TRY TO RUN 


WHAT'S 
THAT SMELL? 
WHERE ARE 
YOU TAKING 

MEF 


ANG, PERHAPS SURPRISINGLY, THE GENTLEMAN WITH A SOMEWHAT VACANT STARE TURNS TO 
HIS RELUCTANT COMPANION, ABSENTLY ASKING IF SHE ENJOYS PARTIES. 
IE SHE HEARS, HE CAN'T TELL. HIS VOICE, SHE THINKS, IS LIKE AN ECHO WITHOUT SOUNO FIRST. 
HER FINGERS SHIVER AS SHE HEARS A SOUL CREEP OUT OF THE TOWER SCREAMING, 
‘COME HERE... 
COME HERE, LITTLE ONE.’ 


END OF PART ONE. 


I'M NOT 
ASKING. 


VIX, MY 
1 SAID 7 \ove--you 
STOP THIS MIGUT AS WELL 
INSTANT! ASK ME TO 
CONTROL THE 
WILD BEATING 
OF MV 
HEART! 


YOU KNOW I 
CAN'TSTAND ALL. 
THAT ZUNNING ANO 
BOUNCING AROUND! 
1 WAS MEANT FoR 

FINER THINGS! 


UT, 
JEWEL, YOU KNOW 
FULL WELL 
HOW | DEFEATED 
SPU0 THE 
UIPPOGRYPH IN 
FAIR COMBAT 
FOR YOUR 


FROM THE 
FIRST MOMENT | 
GAZED UPON YOU 
1 KNEW... 
NOTHING COULD 
KEEP A LOVE SUCH AS 
OURS FROM BEING 
FULFILLED! 
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HMMMPH/ 


1 HAPPENED 
TO LIKE 
SPUD, 


HE KNEW 
HOW TO TREAT 
ALADY! 


SHE LOVES MEw. 
SHE LOVES ME NOT, 


GET ME A 
BOUQET OF 
FLOWERS... 


1) 
GOING TO 
WANT TO DO 

MY 


Hale 
AFTER MY 
BATH. 


UNHAND HER, 
FOUL BEAST OF 

TUE PITS 0% 1 SHALL 
BE FORCED TO | 
VANQUISH You! 


YOU WANT 
HER, HORSIE? 


” DEFEND 
YOURSELF! 


WOULD YOU 

PLEASE GET 

RID OF THAT 
(D10T 
FOR ME? 


YOU'RE SO 
BIG _AND 
STRONG! 


( 

y | you ™ 
MAKE FINE 
AOPITION! 
* y 


cmon--meE \- 
INTRODUCE 
YOU TO 
HEAD WIFE! / 


THERE ARE 
VOICES IN 
THE DEPTHS 
OF SPACE - 
WAILS AND 
MOANS — 
CRIES OF 
ANGUISHED 
TORMENT 
FROM THE 
“THROES OF 
cosmic. | 
TURMOIL « 


AND THERE 
15 SILENCE 
-A MANTLE 
FOR MADNESS 
THAT NO 
SOLITARY MAN 
CAN DISPEL- 
NOT EVEN THE 
UNSINKABLE 
GENERAL 
G.M.McCORK: 


| ; SOMEONE |S 
RSTan. Tie TRYING TO 
/ CONTACT ME 
ON THE 
INTERCOM! 


GENERAL G.M. 
MccorRK! 

THE BATTERED OLD 
WARRIOR STANDS ON 
THE BRIDGE OF THE 
SPECTRASHIP LAST 
HOPE. HIS BODY AND 
SOUL ACHE WITH SCAR 
TISSUE FROM THE 
GRUELLING STRUGGLE 
TO PREVAIL! BUT, 
HE'S DONE IT- BY 
DAMN-HE LIVES! IN 
ALL THE UNIVERSE , 
ONLY HE REMAINS ! 
OH, YES-GEN. McCORK 
IS INDEED A TRUE... 
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AND IT's 
THE FACE 


THE DEATH oF 
“THE PLANET 
CAME AS THE 
BAUBLES OF 
WAR TURNED 
THE ATMOSPHERE 
INTO A BRIGHT, 
PULSATING RADIO- 

ACTIVE STEW! 


epea2 2300em 
Gg Sefccese 


1S WAS A TIME WHEN MOST VALUES 
IANGED, ANA NEW ELITE EMERGED J! 


500 PEOPLE HAD 
BEEN CHOSEN TO 
SEEK THE SAFETY 
OF SOME, AS YET 
UNSPECIFIED, NEW 
WORLD J ONLY A 
DEDICATED, REAL 
SURVIVALIST COULD. 
HAVE SO PRECISELY 
ENGINEERED THIS 
AMBITIOUS PROJECT! 
AND IT WAS ONLY 
NATURAL THAT HE 
BE PLACED AT THE 
HELM OF SUPREME 
AUTHORITY--GEN. 
G.M. McCORK! 


| 
FORTHE FIRST 
TIME, A MASOR 
SPACE PROBE 
LIFTED-OFF 
WITHOUT FAN- 
FARE! AN ERA 
WAS cLoseP ! THE 
HEAVENS. 


THERE! WE'LL. 
WORK TOWARD 
ZETA RETICULI ! 


SOMEONE 1S_; )p 
RESPONSIBLE! 


+. WERE LOSIN’ 
ENVIRONMEN’ 


rT! et 
Ane 


E [4 PERSONALITY 
f ais \UTHOR! j 
c ORK 


A SCORE 
ON THE | 
FIRST TRY: & 


ATMOSPHERE 
IS TOLERANT 
LET'S GO IN! 


*y’HELL WITH THAT 
FRIGHTENED OL? 
MAN-THERE ARE 

\. PEOPLE DOWN 
THERE..- 


DAMMIT—Z ORDER, 
YOU TO AWAIT. 
ANALYSIS BEFORE 

|, YOU TOUCH DOWN ON 


THAT PLANET |! 


TM LEAVING NOW— BUT 
WHEN I MAKE MY REPORT 
—MANY WILL COME HERE! 
TLL BE WITH THEM! 


WHAT HAVE 
WE DONE # 
WHAT PLAGUE 

HAVE WE 


Minutes AFTER ei 
HAVING DONE ITS aT PROPHECY 
MORTAL WORK-THE i WAS SEALED 
PESTILENCE PASSED: WHEN THE 
SHUTTLE CRAFT 
BURNED IN 
AN ACID 
CLOUD- KILLING 
THE FINALL 
MEMBERS OF 
THES LAST 
HOPE COLONY: 
GEN. McCoRK 
WAS ALONE! 


I CAN'T 
THAT WAS FIVE STAND THIS 
YEARS AGO-NOW Lae GNAWING 
THE LONELINESS oF DESPAIR-= 
l \ MUST END, 
‘ IT-Now!! 


HAS BECOME 
UNBEARABLE 
THERE 15 NO 
SPIRITUAL WILL 
TO GO ON... 


GEN. McCORK OPENED 
THE THROTILES— ANP 
an SETTLED BACK To AWAIT 
J A PAINLESS DEATH-— 
1S TO TURN INTO = 
PURE ENERGY! A 
WHAT BETTER 
WAY TO DIES 


THE REALIZATION CAME —HE 

HAV? BROKEN THE LIGHT 

BARRIER —— HE HAP ENTERED 
INFINITYd 


WHAT HAS 
HAPPENED? 


Supvenry- A 
BLINDING LIGHT 
ETCHED THE 
SCENE INA | 
SPRAY OF COLOR. 


HERE WAS EVERYTHING 
— ANP? NOTHING, 


HAM = 


GREAT SURVIVOR ..-. 


THE GODS VPISCUSS SUCH THINGS, 


OH-LORD - 

WHAT 1S THIS 

CAN THIS BE 2 
ahd 

\ nip 

jk AGREE THAT HERE IS THE Cc! 
TIME , 
ii 


wi 
an 


Moe 


ALLTHINGS 
— NO LIFE 


IS NO BEGINNING - 


AS A CITIZEN OF 
NO END 


INFINITY— e 
HAVE CHANGED. THERE |? 


THE GENERAL WiLL 
COME TO KNOW THAT- 


